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1 MISS HART WYLIE IN THE OLD BOOK SHOft
If Silence of a Piano

SPEAKS OF THE EDUCATIONAL QUALITY OF THE HOME IT LIVES K I

C

Ayres. he picked every word with the great-
est care, vainly endeavoring to catch the
closest shade of meaning, with the natural
result that his easy, beautiful style became
stilted, affected and wearisome, in the ex-
treme. For one wretched year he floun-
dered in the bog of "careful writing," pro-
ducing nothing that would have been cred-
itable to a high-scho- ol boy. Just at the mo-
ment when his friends were praying that
death would rescue him before his reputa-
tion and talents were wholly destroyed he
awoke, threw away his Ayres, cursed his
own folly and shook off all absurd and
hampering restrictions. There are two good
places for books of the Ayres stamp the
kitchen stove and the library grate.
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(an Woman Write About Menf
In Harper's for November, Mr.. Howells,

In commenting on George Eliot's work,
discusses the difficulty presented to the
woman writer In giving an artistic and
faithful picture of the men necessary to
her stories. Mr. Howells says:

"It seems as if there must always be
women artists as well as men artists, and
that in the art of fiction the women artists
should be obliged, if not tempted, to realize
their acquaintance with men to the percep-
tion of their readers. No story can get on,
or get far on, with women alone In it; there
must be men to keep it going, and if it is a
woman who writes the story, it must be a
woman who paints the men's characters.

"Of course she has to do the best she can
under the conditions. She cannot know men
so thoroughly as a man can know women.
There Is a whole world, a dreadful world,
which a passably good man may at least
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IN THE LITERARY FIELD

THk4dKATII OV NOVELIST KORR IS

Ai KVF.M TO UK DEPLORED.

" avrella DiiruMii the tlDPitloia
of Vom a's Ability an a Flrtloa

rlter ntea and Ciosslp.

Thefleath of Frank Norris, the California
novelet, ia a loa to literature, because at
thlrtjjlwo he had only begun to accomplish
the alrk he had laid out. says the Brook-- 1

I log1e. Three contemporaneous story
write-- J have shown the new West to jus as
ome'Alng more than a land of glaring con-trast.a- nd

a Held for humor bordering on
burler iiie. The three men. Frank Norris.
OwerVlf ter and Harry Leon Wilson, write
aboutrfthe West as a factor In our political
and social system and Indicate the relation
whicl Its unmined wealth and its social
ideals chiseled from the rocks almost as
rougMy as Its ores are, bear to the United
Stated as a nation. Of these Wister is by
far 4e best artist, making a rounder,
smoo&ier. more convincing and attractive
plctuf In his "Virginian" than any of his
felloti has done, but the man with the
largefideal was Norris. He borrowed from
Balz: V and Zola the plan of a connected
aerie of studies all dealing , with different

t of the same subject. His "Octopus,"
published two years ago, was to be the first
of a frllogy to be called "The Epic of the
Whe4 of which the second volume was
to didct the Chicago wheat pit. as the
cent.Jf of the process of sale of the wheat,
and ie third was to show its consumption
In Europe and in the relief of an Indian
farniv-- .

It is an ambitious scheme and his death
has t It off in the middle. But "The O-
ctopus' which dealt with the fight between
the heg.t growers of southern California
and he Southern Pacific Railroad. had
pow" enough to arouse keen interest as to
wha'fthe author would accomplish in his
later Volumes. "The Octopus" is an uneven
book ,and it Is undeniably long-winde-d In
partA and ineffective in its treatment of
th ! rxrnturl ppmnt. as illustrated bv
the J priest and the murdered girl. But
t!v rJare seer.es and chapters of such un-deni;- Ie

power as to rouse high antlclpa-4iona- s

to what the author might accom-pllshftwh- en

he had himself better in hand,
re.-il- i d what he could and could not do,
and onflned himself to possible achleve-- .
men The man who wrote that battle of
(ten on the wheat ranch, when the union

t the railroad fell to pieces, who
dre that srrim picture of the lawyer
drow ed in the Mood of wheat pouring into

id of the ship, and the pursuit of the
oTUhaVtd engineer through the mountains.
had power which was bound to come to
a flnfl fruition with years and work. "The

toflus" did nt meet the success of a
lights historical novel or colonial romance,

very Ineffectiveness from the point
w of the ordinary reader, came from
obiiity of the author s aim. Mrs.
hry Ward is the only novelist in our
'ho successfully paints the sweep of
tlcal movement over the face of a
social system. Something like that
tried to do with the revolt of Cali-farme- rs

against railroad control of
tion. one wave of the "anti-trust- "
nent stirring our politics to-da- y. In

when successful novelists are con-it- h
little things, with charming por-o- f

afternoon teas and colonial love- -
gs. a subject like that dignifies 1 iter-ar- xl

even the partial realization of it
he Octopus" rescues Nrrls from the

list merely entertaining and ephemeral
Storni writers. Whether "The Wheat Pit"was tfiear enough completion to make itspubllation possible is not known, but an-
nouncements have been made of it as forth-
coming. Whether it is published or not.
Nor - has made his mark as one of the
novi Asta who took his work seriously and
whoa having found his field, declined to
Xriv or to hurry.

A Demand for C.ood Books.
' K !or s 8tudy." In November Harper.

jnjtaiy fallacies are entertained concern
ing fubllshers, editors and those who are
empfj-ye- as readers. So many books and so
roam? periodicals are published which have
no rÄation to anything which may properly
be called literature that tt Is too srenerally
assujied that all publishing enterprise!
havthat detachment, and are of a wholly
omiierc ial character. If this were true, it
woujw cast a grave reflection upon the great
bod-o- f intelligent readers In this country,
shoeing on their part a monstrous deprav-
ity 'he real situation is far different fromthalyuppoaed. There is a large and stead-
ily Increasing number of cultivated and ap-preoMt- lve

American readers whose tastehasjhot been tUtatad, and who insist upon
the highest standards and the best ideals.Hotff large this audience is may be inferred
fr r the fact that a novel, of supreme dis-
tinct on as literature, and with no facti-
tious claim to popularity, may have a sale
of tjom 50.mn to 100.0IN3 copies larger thanit c- -, ild have had a generation ago. Tt Is an
audjnoe demanding something better thanIt Bts. but not something better than we
tru5 It will g-- t. We have no such constel-latil- p

of great novel-write- rs as forty rs

agobrlghtened the English literary heav-ensiT- he

Interval has been made radiant by
soli-r- M.r. now sad than of 11 sal ssanlte. We may not soon see such another
To as thronged the field, daxxling thevie of the last generation; but the skiesare Nebulously r h for fresh nucleations to

patigfy the eagerly expectant eyes of theEn ish -- snea k i n r nsnnlo Th stoman.i n
sur-J- y be met We are not confessing to thewar iorny or our own present literature as
oonared with the past (excluding fromtheaetr.'spe i a single period, as brief as itwa.hriillant. On the contrary, in Ameri-ca, piterary taste and literary activity are
farjdvaneed since the days of Irving and
Cocker. The quality of our literature isbetr than in those days: appreciation isquicker and more abundant. Judicious criti- -
cisrr more exacting.

A Valuable l.lhrnrr
Ne York Evening Post.

Information from Louisville, Ky.. Is to
th ffect that a library of great value andextt, containing many rare and precious
hocTs. is to become the property of the
Vnijersity of Virginia. The following etate-m- e.

is made: "Hidden away in a too-lon- g

clo:d building on Jefferson street, Louis- -

viiij obscured by layer on layer of dust,
wonderful library of books, whose

ow- - r denies their existence, but who has
maA a will bequeathing the entire collec-tl- oi

to the T'niverstty of Virginia. Forthese books have only been seen byte ce. For years their owner has guardedthi from friends and foes alike Th PV a re
ilfed by the few friends of the old 'man

wh , owns them at from J80.000 to UOfcOOO.
Onf sneives and piled in rows on the
Imm floor are many flrst editions, manv
Bpvdsh books of great value, thousands of
Anarican books of the early eighteenth and
nineteenth centuriea. and books written by
nu and women of scholarly leisure beton
thejk'ivil war. The collecting of these books
bafgin in the infancy of American litera-ture, and has been carried on to the pr-s-n- t

tinl. The old. old man who owns thtsetRwics is eighty-eig- ht years of age. He isterorarliy at St. Joseph s Infirmarv. butis vt seriously ill. His mind is as brilliantas n earlier days, when he saw Lafay.
an witnessed the destruction of Transyl-val- a.

He Is not only a bibliomaniac, but
anputhor of important books. His name isBeMard Shlpp. He was born April 13. 1813.Npt to Col. Cuthbert Bulllt. he is the old-es- rf

citlxen of the city. Generations haveforgotten him and he passes alone throughth.city streets. Yet he has seen wonderfulthigs, and. what Is better, he remembersthn, and has lately given his reminis-cehs'e- s
to an historical organisation."

3 Con d rni n Ayres's Books,
Rriwell Field, in Chicago Post.
tf e death of Alfred Ayres recalls the ef-for- -a

of a well-meani- ng gentleman who
pfeit a life making trouble for his fellow-m- u

He was a literary prig, a qulbbler
ov- - words, who was never happy save
whf n endeavoring to prove that the Wim
erf" of the greateat reputation knew noth-
ing whatever of the proper uae of words.
Bove years ago we were associated with a
yoang writer whose beauty of literary ttyle
Ttvt remarkable. In an evil moment he
wiJ withal a modest fellow he picked up
ce-aai-

n booka by Alfred Ayree, and from
th moment he was loeL In a week's time
h I was unabl to write an ordinary sen-te- w;

without groans and tears. Following

Even the
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IMPERIAL RESPONSIBILITIES.

They Go Hand in Hand vlth Ameri-
ca's Imperial Destiny.

Minneapolis Tribune.
The white man's burden begins to chafe

us a little all around. We are all beginning
to discover what students of history under-
stood from the first, that our new path of
imperial power and service is likely to be
toilsome as well as glorious. This never
was any reason for shirking responsibilities
put upon us by our natural evolution, but
it Is a reason for approaching those re-

sponsibilities with decent sobriety and fore-
thought. We approach every problem of
dealing with inferior races with the same
national light heartedness and national
cocksureness that led us into such a tangle
of blunders in dealing with the negro.

The Philippines are the only place where
we have escaped serious mistakes. There
we were saved by an Impudent resistance
to American authority that put us on our
mettle. We started out in Cuba with the
horrible blunder of the Teller resolution.
We started out in Hawaii with the foolish
notion that we could treat Kanakas like
American settlers in a Western Territory.
We shall have to take the back track In
both places sooner or later. We are ap-
proaching another problem of dealing with
inferior races in the Isthmian canal enter-
prise. We shall have to be very careful to
avoid blundering there.

We have treaties pending with both the
United States of Colombia and the re-
public of Cuba. Both these governments
have sent back our treaty drafts for re-
vision. We made liberal terms to the Co-

lombians for perpetual control of the canal
right of way. The government makes dif-
ficulties about the question of perpetual
control of the canal strip, and demands
a larger sum of money for the conces-
sion. It is probable that there is no con-
nection between these demands and the
discontent of the Colombian government
with Admiral Casey's course at Panama.
Newspapers that put the two together for-
get that this treaty must have been start-
ed from Bogota on its return before the
friction at the isthmus. That frietvon
seems to have been removed by instruc-
tions from Washington.

We may as well make up our minds to
be held up and thwarted at every point in
this canal enterprise by politicians and ad-
venturers in temporary control of what is
called the government of Colombia. e
shall have to do there just as we did when
the Panama railroad was constructed. We
shall have to watch our chance to get a

treaty out of some reasonable andfroper government momentarily in
power, and enforce it afterwards with
cruisers and marines. We need a better
treaty than that of 1846; but we can get
It, hs we got a bargain out of the Panama
Canal Company, by playing Nicaragua off
against Colombia. We are not yet so
committed to the shorter route that we
could not abandon It for the other. This
advantage is going to enlist the Panama
Canal Company with us in bringing the
Colombians to reason.

Cuba has sent back our reciprocity treaty
too, with the statement that it is inad-
missible, and a counter proposal, whose
nature Is not disclosed. This is the natural
and expected result of the domestic and
foreign intrigues that have been going on
in Cuba. We missed the one opportunity
of making an easy and satisfactory ad-
justment with Cuba by failing to provide
for commercial reciprocity before our oc-

cupation of the island ended. Our retire-
ment made way for selfish and ambitious
politicians at home and for foreign agents
of our European rivals in trade and in-

fluence. These between them are doing
their best to undo everything that was done
during the American occupation of Cuba.
They are working together to defeat com-
mercial reciprocity between the two coun-
tries; to prevent effectuation of the Piatt
amendment io the Cuban constitution; to
destroy our influence with the Cuban gov-
ernment and to deprive us of the military
and naval advantages promised; to divert
t ' 1 li'i. n traf a t'r, ,m. thA T 'nitü.l Qtat au onrl t r--

U ' ' ' I V A UV1V 1 i V V. 111 VV h. J 'i Ii'
turn it towards Europe and South America.

We cannot blame the representatives of
foreign powers for using the tools our sen-
timental folly put into their hands. We
have been the laughing stock of the world
for passing the Teller resolution, and we
must not expect It to help us In getting out
of our hole. The President seems to be at
the end of his rope in dealing with Cuba,
and the experience of last winter does not
promise much help from the wisdom of
Congress. It will take a great many years
for our relations with Cuba to reach a
situation as favorable for establishing the
status best for both countries as that we
foolishly neglected to take advantage of.

The Hawaiian islands are small, but they
were big enough for us to blunder over. The
consequences of our error in giving them
more self-governm- ent than they were fit
to exercise have been evident in all the sub-
sequent history of the Islands. They are
written down again in the annual report of
Governor Dole, just sent to Washington.
He asks for large amendments In the or-
ganic law. He wants the federal govern-
ment to assume powers that have been in-

trusted to the Hawaiian government, but
which it is too weak to exercise. He wants
powers that were Intrusted to the half
native Hawaiian Legislature practically
transferred to the Governor. In fact, this
man. who is recognised everywhere as the
ablest resident of the island and the most
trusted representative of property and busi-
ness and education there, practically re-
ports that the people are less fit to govern
themselves than our Congress supposed.

It will be comparatively easy to correct
our national mistakes in Hawaii. Those
Islands are national territory, absolutely
under American authority. It is only a
question there of amending unwise legisla-
tion. We shall do what we have done in
Alaska go on passing and amending ex-
perimental laws until we get knowledge and
experience enough to work out a complete
code. In a general way that is what we
shall do in the Philippines. These prob-
lems are easy enough in comparison with
Cuba and our isthmian proteges.

SMALL FARMS Ilf THE SOITH.

They Are Not Likely to Discard Work-
men and Horses for Machines.

Savannah News.
A Florida roan who has been traveling in

the West the section of great farms and
prodigious ranches brings back the ratherstartling Information that the farm hand
is doomed ano that the farm horse will
disappear with him. Indeed, the Florida
man Is quite sure that the passing of these
two necessaries of the farm has already
begun, and Is quite well advanced. Ma-
chinery is taking the place of roan and
beast. Traction engines and electrical mo-
tors are doing the work formerly per-
formed by hands and horses, he says, andthey are doing it at a great saving to the
farmer. We learn from our Florida friend
that a recently perfected traction engine
which gets its power from gasoline isproving very popular on the big farms.
This engine is small, compact and easilymanaged. It la not half as large as the
old-sty- le steam traction engine, but Is
twice as strong and very much more eco-
nomical. It will pull a gang of five or sixsubsoil plows, such as are usually drawnby two horses each, and, because of Itssteady, untiring, unbalking work, will ac-
complish more in a day than could be doneby ten horses and as many men. and It re-quires but three men to run the little n
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EXPERIENCES OF SEW YORK M&X j

LIBRARIES.'WHO BVV PRIVATE

Blblfomaatae Who DroTe His Family
Oat of Doors to Make Room for

Ills Hobby. jj

New York Evening Post.
If old books could talk, the worn, second-

hand volumes that drift into dusty heapt?on
the floors and shelves of dim btsemjnt
shops in this city, day by day, would teP a
tale of human pathos, mixed with comply,
as strange as any romance ever written.
The bibliopollst's calling is a curious nd
eventful one. It thrusts upon him odd con-

fidences and sometimes takes him lito
weird surroundings. t

"Not long ago I answered a hasty sijm-mo- ns

to a certain house in Brooklyn, nd
made an offer for its immense library," iid
a down town dealer, recounting one of his

most peculiar experiences. "It came fom
the wife of a bibliomaniac who was wkjely
known throughout the city. )

"I knew the idiosyncracies of the man.jfor
I had visited him once several years lgo.
I wanted to buy some books that he owiied.
He literally kicked me out of his housei so
I felt no surprise when I saw his widovf of
a few hours tear from their shelves, in
sheer bitterness of spirit, the books he ?iad
fondled. j

"She had lived with her family in tllree
rooms on the second floor of her husbafd's
big dwelling. He had forced her to vajate j

the other apartments. Two of the chiltjren
had been driven from home in ordei to
mnkfl rnnrp srnrr frr hl hooks. His ne- -

clal hobbles were the civil war, of wich
he was a veteran, and China. No scrak of
literature that he could find on either ub-Ju- ct

was spared. He gathered all Into' his
overwrought house and kept them tHire.
The third floor was filled with magazines
and newspapers. They formed almo.','-- a
compact mass from wall to wall. "W&en

the columns grew so high and broad hat
the doors could not be opened a panel Jvas
removed and the papers or books were
thrown through the crevice. The wirJlow
was open and the havoc of rain and siow
had ruined all within reach.

A BOOK MISER.
"No one ever was permitted to dustlthe

books or remove a fragment of a clipi.ng.
The grime of years was shaken from tieir
covers when the widow owned them foi.the
first time. She did not keep them one Jnin-ut- e

longer than was necessary. She iold
the entire collection for 110,000, and U re-

moved it in ninety-thre- e cases of 18,000 vol-

umes. It represented the abnormal libor
of thirty years, and at least two wrecked
lives. That is one of the sad extrenu to
which a love of books may lead a hcby-ride- r

who is not strongly balanced. j
"Women sometimes send for me frctn a

great distance to inspect their library, fvith
a view to purchasing what they descril- - as
a "fine collection of books.' I have da'hed
to the scene and found several hundred paper-

-backed novels, not worth the ei: rgy
that 1 had spent in catching the next '-- ain

home. The car fare is my loss, of course
and it reaches a considerable sum tn a
year. I can do nothing except leave! the
premises and try not to be even silently ipro-fan- e.

POPULAR NOTION OP BOOK VALUES.
"Have you any paper for shelf-covdVs- ?"

said a woman shopper who entered", the
store at this moment, and interrupted the
conversation. j

"No, madam." Turning away, he contin-
ued: "That is typical of most worsens
appreciation of old books. I answer Ques-

tions similar to that several hundred Ames
a day. I can't understand It. Women liave
revived a fashion for the antique in furni-
ture, but they maintain a serene indffer-enc- e

to antiquities in bibliography. .And
yet Oliver Wendell Holmes said: 'Th-- e is
no furniture like books.' ,

"I found a manual worth $250 in a y?)ung
housekeeper's coal scuttle once. Shea had
as Ui'il m. tn hnv mm hrtnlrci thnt hnrl
been swept together when she cleaned the
storeroom. She had picked out the bri. "itest
and best-looki- ng ones and arranged thCnn in
orderly rows for my inspection. They 'were
not worth $8. The others she had thrown
aside for the ash bin. 1 have learned br ex-
perience to reverence rubbish heaps. tSo I
quietly asked for a glance at the dlbris,
and was led to the coal scuttle. I hels my
breath as I drew forth the shabby nu mal.
It was a first edition of the 'Star Chamber,'
one of the earliest books printed bji the
famous 'Grolier Club.'

"'This is an attractive little book;, how
much will you take for it?' I asked. ;

" 'You may have that for nothing,', was
the reply.

"I said no more then, but when I re4ched
my shop I sent her a good-slse- d checks But
when it reached the woman she suddenly
changed her mind, and decided tha she
wanted her gift returned. It took a. my
logic and eloquence to persuade her t' sell
It for the sum offered.

"I never have met among women a" con-
noisseur or extensive collector of rat': old
books, or even of new ones. And thefy are
fewer men, among the younger generation,
collecting to-d- ay than there were a dicade
ago. Yet hundreds of books are pubeshed
now for every thirty of an earlier p'rlod.
Collections of clippings from newspapers
and magazines are Increasing in popular-
ity; and yet they are almost worthlesSfrom
a dealer's viewpoint, for the strange rfason
that no two human beings seem to be inter-
ested in exactly the same subject o the
same phase of it. The assortment nvy be
worth hundreds of dollars to the mar? who
gathers It, and yet be difficult to dispose, of
at any price. There are few exceptions.
Clippings on the drama, on the evolution
of a town or city, or on the reports :f the
Weather Bureau usually have a degie of
popularity.

SOME QUEER COLLECTIONS
"But collectors seem to have so fnuch

grotesque originality, and so many ldtsyn-cracie- s.

There is a prominent New York
man not a crank whose humor it jls to
collect everything printed that he cai find
on the frailties of clergymen. He fujnbles
among the dusty papers and magazines
here every week, and has catalogue7! the
fruits of his vigilance under ethical Leads.
Each offense Is placed beneath the kioral
or civil law that It breaks. Another man
left two large collections on suicld and
cigarettes hers, but no one wanted then."

But the most cherished clippings hever
become the gentle comrades, kind adisers.friends, comforts, treasures, that soe of
the neglected old books in New York t)day
have been to the men who once readthem
by their own library firesides until driven
by necessity and hunger to part with hem.
A distinguished Confederate' genera , who
died in New York gave away his big library
for $300. His fortune was gone arl his
pride prevented his accepting aid j from
his friends. They were unaware of trie ex-
tremity of his suffering until they found
his bookshelves empty. His autograph
would have multiplied the value of each
volume, but he refused to let it remain on
the page. Every trace of their ownership
was obliterated.

Different is the farewell given by Immi-
grant students to their favorite books when
they find themselves alone and hungry in
New York with only their small library,
brought from the Fatherland, left -- o en-
courage them. Their books are thf last
possessions they sacrifice. In some it the
dingy shops down near the Bower,, pa-

thetic little dramas of human life are enact-
ed dally. The German student neveij blots
or tears away his name from the vjlume.
He always hopes to recover it somf day.
and he Is proud to have been its master
once even if it never does come back' The
name is a fragile bond of union held acred
and left untouched. There it waits, damp-
ed In big black letters on the upper! right
corner of the front leaf. The book :s the
tool of his profession. It usuully is at work
on medicine, astronomy, music or ixtathe-matic- s.

It can be recognised anywhere by
Its sturdy binding. It costs 13 cents th bind
such a book In Germany, and the stident's
entire cost of living abroad la $15 a iponth.

Sometimes a handful of rare bo$ks is
brought to the shop and left for i few
pennies. Their history and worth ai'e not
suspected even by the dealer, who sells
them again for a trifling profit, and then
realises that they go to enrich the !' brar;
of one of the erudite, unpretentious, harm-leas-looki- ng

old collectors who hau: t the
limbos of cast-of- f books.

inanufacturinir. The value of
possess has not been impaired.

CHICKERING PiAND
the Vose, Jwett, Iv.r & Pond
Davis, Braumuller, Stewart'

Indiana's Largest

Music House."

rank as great powers, but the Arne
i'unimfiuai i ninn inny-nv- t BlSies In OB.has changed all that. The solid mass of
this great body in action will by mere mo-
mentum force Its way through small Indus
trial warring units into opposition. There la
also huge Russia to be recokned with,
which likewise threatens to overshadow
the small nations.

The question arises, what would Britain
do If continental Europe be thus relieved
from internal dangers ar.d under free trado
possessed of the TndljpTnsab!e home mar-ke- t.

and were finally to be federate! into
one sollverein or great power" Would she
remain a small separat? island nation of
forty-fiv- e or fifty million, against Yn hnn-dre- ds

of millions of the continent ' or. if
invited, become a member of the Curopesa
consolidation our race submerged by Slav.
Teutonic and Latin races? Or would ths
mother-hear- t, beating fnst within her. turn
her gase longingly to ber children across
the sea. then hundreds of millions strong,
and, grasping their cutstretchrd hand,
murmur. "Whithersoever thou goest I ro;
thy people are my people;' the Knpll.h-speakln- g

race thus becoming again at It
was before for offense never, for del
ever one and Inseparable.

CASE OF COSSCIEX4 E.

t hit-ag- Drummer Badly Kitten hj a

Bactrachlan r.t Toledo.
Detroit Free Press.

"No, I never had my pockets picked nor
my watch lifted." rtolied the Chicago
drummer, "but there ire other frajn
working a man, and on sevtral occasions- - I
have been worked. Indeed, it was only &

month ago, and in Toledo, trtw re I .ng
is expected to happen, that 1 was pla
for u sucker. I had stopped on the strevt
to light a cigar when a 'nan. who looked as
if he had Just come to town with a load
pumpkins, came up to me holding a ring ia
his fingers and said:" 'Stranger, I'm feeling sort o' conscience-Stricke- n

and I want to ask your advic-- . I
met a feller a little while ago who was ia
an awful hurry to go t Cleveland lie
wanted $30 on this ring, which h said waa

.worth a hundred, but wouldn't give him
but $10. if it's worth a hundred I realty
ought to have treated l im bttter. 1 might
catch him at the depot even now and give
him the other ten.'

"1 turned loose." said the drummer, "and
called I'ncle Rube ail sorts of fools, and
ended by saying the ring wasn't v rth Sä.

The setting was composed of diamonds
and pearls, but even a kid would have
known they were bogus. I was still talk-
ing when the man who had borrow-
came hurrying up and asked for its
turn, saying he had fo-jn- a party to I
vance $40 on t. Uncle Rube observed that
I took the thing for swindle, and the
man turned on me ard sarcastically ex-

pressed his thanks and advised me to study
up on gems a bit. We had hot words, and
in the end 1 bet him $2u the ring wasn't
worth Sio."

"And was it?" was queried as the drum-
mer seemed to have finished his story.

"Well, three different jewelers valued it
at $150, and I'ncle Rube, who was stake-
holder, doubtless got an even whack on my
money. It was a put-u- n job. of course, and
1 was just fool enough to bite. 1 haven t
even the consolation of feeling that it was
one of my off days, or that my liver trou-
ble was bothering me worse than usual.
I naturally wanted to lick somebody, but
as It takes me about fifteen minutes to get
mad and see through a hole in the wall the
two rascals were a mie away when I got
ready for action, and thus escaped scot
free."

THE BAK Elt'S OYKV

How the Bakers Determine It by the
Mere Touch of Hand.

New Orleans Times-Democr- at.

"Bakers have a cui ious way of telling
just what the temperature of an oven is."
said a down town baker who has been in
the business for more .than a quarter of a
century, "and they can tell, too. with al-

most marvelous accuracy. You take a
man who is an expert in the business, an I
he can tell what the temperature of the
oven Is by simply touching the handle of
the oven door. In nine cases out of ten
he will not miss it the fraction of a degree.
Bakers have other vy. of course, of
testing the heat of the oven. For laataji
when baking bread they sometime throw
a piece of white paper into the oven, and
if It turns brown the oven is at the proper
temperature; or, when baking other
things, they will thro a llttie cftrameal or
flour into the oven In order to tt the
heat. But the baker's Angers are the best
gauge, and when you come to think of I

different temperatures required In l iking
different things, it is no small achi- -

to even approximate the heat of t!
by touching the handle of the ovtn do- -r

"Bakers figure that during the rising
time of a loaf of brei d. after it has 1

placed in the oven, it uught to be in a tem-
perature of 75 degrees- - Fahrenheit. 1 .ring
the baking process, in order to cook the
starch, expand the crrbonic acid cms, f
and steam, and drive off the alcohol, the
inside of the loaf muil register at least '

degrees. In making rolls, bur.-te- a

biscuits, drop cake?, fancv caks. N
Year's cakes, muffins, puff cake
things of that sore the oven must show
a heat of 450 degrees or higher. Wh
oven is at 4O0 degrees, it is fit for : m
puffs, sugar cake, quen cakes, rock cak
jumbles, lady fingers, rough and rend ind
jelly rolls. At C50 decree wine caK- -

cakes, ginger nuts ani snaps, pies . r
bread, spice cakes, uch as raisin, cur-
rant, citron, pound. bVide and so on. m.i'
be baked. It require- - a still lower
perature to bake Wfdding kisses,
anise drops and things in this das But
whatever temperature the old bake
wants, he can tell when he has it by

touching the hande of the ov n door.

Dewey Qaelllna; a Mutiny.
New York Press.

Such as imagine Admiral Dewev only
successful "bridge cartaln" mav find ini.r-es- t

in this account of a mutiny on the
Kear?arge, of which ie was iii IM execu-
tive officer. Fifty sailers had mutinied and
gone below to the g!in deck, when
huddled together In the dark, ready t
up the corvette if m cessarv. Sum:. ng
the ship's writer, who had charge of the
watch muster, and arming himself
twelve pistols (they ere of ratherpattern). Dewey started for themship's writer carried a lantern and th- - r
Reaching the mutineers, th. destii
of Manila bay. facing them with a
pistol in each hand and the other n
tucked away in the breast of his coat. --
"Call the roll!" The first name h u ;

to be John Jones. Trough sheer foro f
habit he answered "Here." Aiming hi pis-
tol at Jones, who stood in the rear of ths
crew, Dewey said: "John Jones. I --
I am going to have your name called once-more-

and f you do not answer and im
dlately go up on deck you are a dead man.
Call the roll!" "John Jones!" rang out the
voice of the ship's rrlter. No ansDewey fired. The bullet meant fer J hn
Jones went through 'he heart of the maa
standing beside him Almost before his
dead body struck the deck Dewey, reoo. I-
cing his weapon, said: "Now, men. th. r Ü

will be continued. Xl each man's name if
called he will answer, and go up on deck.
'Call the roll!" "Qe rge 8mlth!r' "Her
answered Smith, putting his hand to his
foretop. and as ths rrussle of Dewey's pl-t- ol

frowned uncompromisingly upon him
he stepjwd out from the ranks of his fel-
lows and disappeared through the fore-hatc- h.

One by ons the remaining forty-eic- ht

followed suit.

know about, but which can be known only
to the worst of women. Still, that is a world
well lost to knowledge for most practical
purposes, and if the woman who is writing
a story will take her men in the ordinary
circumstances of life, or as they are usu-
ally known to the human family, and not
in their uttermost moral squalor, there is
nothing in her being a woman that shall
prevent her representing them accurately,
vividly, truthfully. She must look Into her
heart and write, as a man must; but In the
heart of every human being there Is the po-
tentiality of every woman and every man,
irrespective of the being s sex. and so long
as a woman honestly reports what she sees
In her heart she will make a successful ap-
peal to the recognition of her readers with
the figure to which she attributes the na-
ture of a man."

What Zola Made by Writings.
London Letter in Chicago Post.

It is estimated, I see, that Zola made
francs, that is about 80.000. in his

forty years of authorship. That does not
seem a very large reward for attaining to
the height of popularity among European
authors. Two thousand pounds a year.
Why. more- - than two or three of our little
island novelists get as much for the serial

frlghts of a single story; and one at least
earns twice as much every year of her
lucky life. A friend of mine earns 3,000 a
year for managing a photographic com-
pany. Last winter a local doctor made
t: 1

. 00 during the vaocfhati'on scare. But of
course money was not Zola's only reward.

Have you ever read the wooden autobi-
ography of that verbose novelist, Anthony
Trollope? It is worth reading, if only for
its frank statement of Trollope's methods
and ideals and earnings. He had few illu
sions. He was a novelist by trade. He it
was, you remember, who ground out his
daily portion of everlasting copy even In
the stateroom of an Atlantic liner. Well,
Trollope says that in thirty-tw- o years of
novel writing he made 70.000. That is a
better record than Zola's, and who can say
that his literary record is worse? "I have
turned out more stuff, wrote Trollope,
"than any other living European author-certai- nly

more than twice as much as Car-lyle- ."

Poor Carlyle, even some of your
"stuff" is forgotten.

But do you remember what Carlyle said
to William Black when he had finished
reading "A Daughter of Heth?" "Eh.
man." said he in his grimmest way, "but
when are ye goin' to do somethln' serious?"

How the Heroine Has Chanaed.
Springfield Republican.

The heroine of the novel used to be de-

scribed somewhat after this style:
Her head was beautifully poised. Her

brow was low and broad and white. Her
delicately chiseled nose was of the color of
alabaster, and a faint, pinkish glow showed
under the velvety surface of her cheeks.
Her splendidly rounded throat was like a
marble column set above her white, swell-
ing breast, and her dimpled, snowy arms
showed alluringly through the dainty lace
of which the sleeves of her gown were
fashioned.

Since the heroine plays golf, however, it
would hardly be proper to speak of her
alabaster brow and pink cheeks. To give
her all she deserves the novelist of to-d- ay

must picture her thus:
Her rich, faded out hair was done up in a

little knot on top of her head, where she
lightly wore a rusty brown Tam O'Shanter.
Her broad, beautiful brow was about the
color of an old boot, and her delicate, re-
fined nose was covered with freckles, all
save the end, which had become a large, ir-
regular blister that was splendidly becom-
ing to her. Her soft, downy cheeks were
cracked and brown, as a result of exposure
to the weather, and her magnificent neck
showed big sunburned cords on the sides
that testified to her fine development and
unusual strength. The muscles of her al-
most black arms, stood out like those of a
machmist. and she had a long, almost man-
ly stride that at once filled the beholder
with a sense of her grace and made him
long instinctively to be her protector.

Literature and Concentration.
London Graphic.

In the Fortnightly Review M. Max Nor-da- u

maintains the surpassing thesis that
success in creative literature can only be
won by men who have no competing em-
ployments to divide their Interests and im-
pede the concentration of their brains. It is
beyond doubt the dream of every man of
letters to be able thus to Insulate the elec-
tricity of his genius; but it is strange that
M. Nordau should have overlooked the long
list of those who have had other things be-
sides literature to attend to and yet have
produced work that lives. Shakspeare, the
actor-manage- r; Milton, the lord protector's
Latin secretary; Charles Lamb, the India
office clerk, are only a few of the cases
that he might have recalled. He should also
have thought of Dickens, who was a re-
porter when his first imaginative work was
written; Thackeray, who divided his time
between fiction and work for the comic pa-
pers, and Charles Kingsley. who wrote
"Westward Ho!" while a country parson,

and M. Zola, who was Hachette's clerk
when he wrote "Contes a Ninon." The
quantity of the work may have suffered In
some of these cases from the author's alter-
native interests and duties, but It is hard
to believe that the quality has suffered too.
The rule, in short. If rule It be, is swamped
by rather more exceptions than even the
rules about the genders In French gram-
mars.

Precedents Enonffh.
New York Sun.

Mr. Booth Tarkington is said to be sur-
prised that an American "crook" obtained
a suggestion for fleecing unwary Britons
from his novelette, "Monsieur Beaucaire."
He should not be; for criminal history
shows that the "swell mob,'' the criminals

WHAT DID THE DOCTOR MEAN?
Patient (after giving the doctor three

dollars and receiving a prescription) But
suppose, doctor, this doesn't cure me.

Doctor In that case, come back and I'll
relieve you again.

gine. Not only will It pull plows, but It
will run the reaper, binder, thresher, feed
cutter and other machinery, and when th
harvesting is over it will pull a train ot
wagons from the farm to the market.

With the substitution of machine labor
for animal labor there is no necessity for
the farmer to employ hands to get up at 6

in the morning and feed the horses, in an-
ticipation of their hard day's work, since
no horses are necessary. All the farmer
has to do is to pour some oil in the tank of
the machine, strike a match and his motor
is ready for the duty before it. The cost
of the gasoline traction engine is about
$1.000, but after the first cost the expense is
slight as compared with the keep of horses.

It may be true, as our Florida friend con-
cluded, that farm hands and farm horses
will become fewer year by year on the
great farms of the West, where machin. ry
can be profitably employed. In this section,
however, we expect to see the "hired man"
and the "critter" engaged for many years
in tilling the soil. The tendency in other
than the great prairie sections, as shown
by the recent census, is rather toward small
farms than great ones. In the South the
great plantations of years ago are being
broken up into small farms that are culti-
vated by families. Machinery to replace
animals cannot profitably be employed on
such farms. Meanwhile it is a fact that the
Southern farmers, and especially those of
Georgia, are keeping well up with the
march of progress in the use of improved
and labor-savin- g devices for the prepara-
tion of their lands and the cultivation and
harvesting of their crops. The day may
come when Dobbin may be turned out to
grass for good and all. and when the auto-
mobile will do all the plowing, grinding,
hauling and carrying the folks to-- meeting,
but the time is not yet.

OLD WAYS AXD XEW.

Yellow Journalism Method of Re-

porting a hews Item.
New York Sun.

In old times there were three ways to re-
port testimony, the verbatim, the sketch
and the summary. Let us give an example:

John Smith sworn and examined by Mr.
Jones:

"Q What is your business?"
"A I am a carpenter."
"Q How long have you worked at your

trade?"
"A I have worked at my trade for twenty

years."
"Q Do you know the defendant?"
"A I do."
"Q How long have you known him?"
"A I have known him for the past ten

yeirs."
So much for the verbatim. Now for the

sketch:
"John Smith, on being sworn, said he was

a carpenter. He worked at his trade for
twenty years and knew the defendant for
ten years."

And the summary:
"John Smith, a carpenter, knew defend-

ant for ten years."
The yellow fever, however, has evolved

a new style of reporting:
"John Smith, a tall and angularly formed

feXow with bushy red hair and flaming
whiskers, was sworn. He kissed the Book
with a resounding smack, adjusted his
green necktie, sat down in the witness
chair, ran his right hand through his ruby
locks, crossed his legs, which were closely
incased in blue and white trousers of the
latest cut, and then looked straight into the
eyes of Counsellor Jones. In solemn tones
the latter asked him his business. 'I am a
carpenter,' was his humble reply, made In
a clear and high-pitche- d voice that was
heard distinctly in the remotest corner of
the courtroom.

" 'How long have you been a carpenter?'
asked Mr. Jones with a threatening look in
his left eye. 'I have been a carpenter, sir,
said the witness with great dignity and
fully appreciating the importance of the
question, 'during the past twenty years.'
Then Mr. Jones drew himself up to his
fullest height, and extending his arm at
an angle of forty-fiv- e degrees he brought
it down again swiftly until his huge fist
struck the table with a horrible dull thud.
'Do you know the defendant?' he shouted
In thunderous tones. 'I do,' was the reply,
made in accents pitched In a high key
which contrasted strangely with the cav-
ernous tones of the learned counsel. Then
Mr. Jones, with flashing eyes and clenched
fist, coiled himself up like a serpent and
hissed: 'How long have you known him?'
'Ten years,' was the answer tossed back to
the lawyer with lightning-lik- e rapidity."

Well, this methoa of reporting may be
very beautiful, but it makes rather tire-
some reading, and in these days when few
citizens can afford the luxury of reading
themselves to sleep, blatherskite reports of
murder trials are very much avoided.

A FORECAST OF THE FUTURE.

What Might Happen Inder Certain
Indnstrlal Contingencies.

Andrew Carnegie, in the World's Work.
Let us therefore assume that continental

Europe will be finally compelled, aftergreater or less sacrifice, through ruinous
wars or peaceful negotiations, if not to
federalize in some form, yet to adopt means
to Insure peace among themselves which
would lead to some form of federation un-
der free trade. It would then be continentagainst continent Europe vs. America;
with the former released from militarism
there would be equality so far and both
could prosper with a large home marketand participate in the ever-Increasin- g trade
of the world. There is little room to-da- y

for operations upon a small scale either inindustrialism or nationalism nationagainst nation was once well enough. Brit-
ain and France, Italy, Germany, AustriaHungary were each once of sufficient size to

EVIDENTLY SATISFACTORY.
New Guest (In country hotel) Clerk, the

bedclothes in the room you assigned me arenot fit to sleep In.
Clerk-- H m. thet s funny. Th' gent whatwas in there afore you Used ,'em all lastweek an' never said nothin' 'bout it.

Because she prefers an art career to that of a
social butterfly, MIm Hart Wylle, direct de-

scendant of nine State Governors, has left her
home in Atlanta. Oa., where her social debut
this year was to have been one of the society
events of Georgia, and gone to the New York art
quarter.

of the higher grades, are always on the
watch for suggestions, however harmless In
themselves, which they can use in their
profession. About a third of a century ago,
Chambers' Journal, a famous English week-
ly, published a fictitious account of a rob-
bery of a firm of jewelers in London; with-
in a year thereafter, an actual firm of Jew-
elers was robbed In the manner described
in the story. The despoiled firm sued the
proprietors of Chambers' Journal for dam-age- s.

on the ground that the story had
suggested the mode of robbery; but the
English court promptly nonsuited them.
Mr. Tarklngton may take heart, inasmuch
as the only precedent is against his being
liable for the criminal misapplication of his
story.

A Shelf for the Elect.
St. Nicholas Magazine.

If you have already grouped your books
according to your liking for them, it will be
found pleasant to et apart a special shelf
or a chosen part of your bookcase for your
intimate book friends the ones that you
most respect, enjoy, and are truly fond of.
Then, when in the mood for converse with
a favorite author, you 'can turn to this spe-
cial group, sure of finding what you want.
Or, If you do not care to open the volumes,
you can "read them by the backs" a
phrase already explained in this depart-
ment. That is to say, you can by a mere
glance at the books themselves conjure up
as if by a magic charm the scenes, person-
ages, and often the very wqrds that lie
within.

Literary ote.
The legend that the short story is not in

the Anglo-Saxo- n blood rouses the wrath of
a contributor to the Academy. He can't
understand by what process of ratiocina-
tion that legend has been evolved, and he
adds: "The modern short story was per-
fected by an Anglo-Saxo- n. Edg ir Allan
Foe, an artist profoundly esteemed in the
'land of the short story, France, though
Ignored in England."

The examination of Zola's papers has re-

sulted in discovering that the novelist left
a finished libretto for an opera. It will be
set to music by Bruneau, a friend and co-
llaborator with the great writer. The work
was composed in the summer at Zola's
country house and only finished three days
before his death. Another opera, "L'Infant
Roi," was finished some time ago and is
now In the hands of Manager Carre, of the
Opera Comique. It will be staged the com-
ing season.

Mrs. Augusta Evans Wilson, author of
"Beulah." "St. Elmo" and the recent book.
"A Speckled Bird," is said to be a woman
of remarkably attractive personality. Well
on in middle life, she remains unusually
fascinating to all ages of friends and visi-
tors. She is of medium height, graceful,
with the high bred air which denotes her
gentle birth and breeding. She is a delight-
ful, vivacious and unaffected conversation-
alist. Peculiarly gracious and tactful. Mrs.
Wilson is an especially popular woman in
tne South and greatly admired and beloved
in Mobile.

There is a report that a French book col-

lector has picked up for a trifle at a book
stall on the Paris quays an original copy of
the story from which Shakspeare took the
plot of "Othello." In this hlstoiy of the
"Moor of Venice." by Geraldi Cynthio. Des-demo- na

is beaten to death by Othello and
lago with sandbags, which leave no marks
of violence. Afterward they pull down the
crumbling ceiling above her and declare
that she has been killed by accident. The
story concludes with the killing of Othello
by Desdemona's parents, after he has been
perpetually banished from Venice by the
doge.

Mrs. Mary J. Holmes is a native of
Brookfield, Mass., and the scene of many
of her books is laid in New England. She
is said to have been a very precocious child,
attending school when only four years old-stud- ying

grammar at six, teaching school
at thirteen and publishing her first article
at fifteen. Over three million copies of her
books have been sold as proof of her popu-
larity. Her home is in Brockport, near
Rochester.. N. Y.f where, when at home,
she is always busy at work, for, notwith-
standing that she has been so long before
the public, she has more applications for
stories than she can fill.

A TRtST Di HIMSELF.

Providence, a Ran of Catfish and m

Supply Of Needed Hookl.
Detroit Free Press.

'This trust busipess now agitating the
public is by no means a new thing," said
a banker from northern Michigan the other
day, "although it seems to be something
of a surprise to the public. Trusts were
heard of as many as forty yearp ago, and
if not on such a large scale it was because

i money was not so plenty.
1 "I believe that I was one of the first

trusts ever hec-- d of In the United States.
I was in business in Missouri, and a creditor
who went to the wall turned over to me a
barrel of catfish hooks. The supply was
large enough to meet the ordinary demand
for ten years to come, but a singular thing
happened that fall. There was an epidemic
among live stock, and beef, pork and mut-
ton became scarce and high. There hadn't
been a run of catfish in the fall for twen-
ty years, but that fall they fairly swarmed
In the Missouri. Everybody went in for
catfish, and. of course, there was a big de-
mand for hooks.

"It wasn't long before I discovered that
I had the only supply for a hundred miles
up and down. and. after thinking the mat-li- e

over, I stated the case to an old justice
of the peace, who came into the store. He
smoked a pipe over it and then replied:" 'Tom. this seems to be a case of Provi-
dence. Providence decreed that there should
be a run of catfish to help us all out.'" 'But about my barrel of fishhooks?' I
asked. 'Do you think Providence decreed
that I should have them on hand to sell
at a cer.t apice?'

No. sah no sah.' he replied with much
earnestness. 'When is come to you Provi-
dence let right go and gave y'oü a chance
to either play the fool or sell them hooka
for a dime apiee. and now you take your
own way about it.'

"I put up the price and sold every hook."
said the trust originator, "and if I made a
thousand per cent, profit the people along
the river had plenty of catfish and Provi-
dence that winter at an effort. '

What la Llf f

From birth we all are destined for the tomb
The roee has but a lit t j time to bloom;

Hut what Is life, this soul-confusi- ng draucht,
That man will drink until the crack of doom?

Omar Khayyam niaruer.)
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